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The Qomicall Hijlory of 

They haue their wifedome, by their wit to loofe. 

Ner, The ancient faying is no herefie. 

Hanging and wiuing goes by deftiny. 

Por. Come draw theCurtaine Nerrifa. 

Enter a Afejfenger. 

JMeff. Where is my Lady? 

Por. Heere, what would my Lord ? 

Adejf. Madam, there is a-lighted at your gate 
A yong Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignifie th’approching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringcth fenfible regreets ; 

T o wit (betides commends and courteous breath) 

Gifts of rich valew ; yet I haue not feene 
So likely an Embafiador oflouc. 

A day in Aprill neuer came fo Tweet, 

T o (hew how coflly Summer was at hand, 

As this fore- fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Tor. No more I pray thee, I am halfe a-fear’d 
Thou wilt fay anon he is fomc kin to thee. 

Thou fpendft fuchhigh day witinpraifinghim: 

Come,come Nerriffa , for I long to fee 
Quicke Cupids poll that comes fo mannerly. 

JVer.Bajpmio Lord, loue if thy will it be. Exit » 

Enter S alamo and Salarino. 

Salan. Now, what newes on the Ryalto ? 

Solar. Why yet it hues there vncheckr, that Anthonie/ Imh a 
fhip of rich lading wrackton thenarrowefeas ; theGoodwins 
I thinke they call the place, a very dangerous flat,& fatal, wher , 
the carkaffes of many a tall fhippe lie buried, as they fay, ifmy 
goflips report be an honeft woman ofher word. 

Solan. I would fhee were as alying gofflppein that, aseuer 
knapt Ginger, or made her neighbors beleeue fhe wept fori the 
death of a third husband : but it is true, without any flippes of 
prolixity, or eroding the plainc highway oftalk, that the good 
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Jnthonio, the honeft Anthonio, O that Iliad a title good inough 

to keepe his name company. 

S Sd. H^wha't Gift thou? why the end is he hath loft a (hip. 
o d , r i would it might prouc the end of his Ioffes. 

Solan. Let me fay Amen betimes, leaft the deuill croffe my 
prayer, for heere he eomesin the likeneffe ofa lew. 

Enter Shylocke. 

How now Shylocke, what newes among the M archants ? 

Shy. You know, none fo well, none to well as you. 

Of my daughters flight. r 

Salar. That’s certaine, I for my part knew the Taylor 

That made the wings (he flew withalh , 

Salan. And Shylocke for his owne part knew the Birde was 
fledg'd, and then it is the complexion of them all to leaue tne 
. Shy. She is damn’d for it . 

Salar. That’s certaine, if the diuell may be her iudge. 

Shy. My owne flefh and blood to rebell. 

Salan. Out vpon it old carrion,rebels it at tbefe yeares. 

Shy. I fay my daughter is my flefh and blood. 

Salar. There is more difference betweene thy flefh and hirs, 
thenbetweene let and Iuory; more between your bloods, then 
there is between red wine & rennifh : but tell vs,do.you heare, 
whether eyfnthonio haue had at Ioffe a fea or no ? 

Swy.Therel haue another bad match. abankrout, a prodigal, 
who dare fcarfe (hew his head on the Ryalto, a begger that was 
vfd to come fo fmugvpon the Mart: let him looke to his bonds; 
he was wont to call me vfurer, let him looke to his bondjhc was 
wont to lend money for a Chriftian eurtfie,let him looke to his 
bond. 

Sal.tr. Why lam fure ifhe forfct.thou wilt not takchis flefh,. 
what’s that good for ?■ 

Shyl. To bake fifh withall ; if it willfeede nothing els it w ill- 
feed my reuenge :hehathdii grac’dme, andbindred me halfe a 
million, laught at my Ioffes, mockt at my gsuncs,fcorned my na«. 
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